SOME LETTERS OF
feeling there only rebellion and disgust at the world order and its ghastly lack of breeding. How did you precipitate it? I can only fall back on thoughts of Schumann and his lame finger or whatever it was that spoiled him for concert gymnastics, and made him a minstrel in the court celestial. At any rate that question of composing away from the piano is settled, with a right parental emphasis from the slipper of Mischance. ... I will spare you the usual admonition about the rigidity of your upper lip, in spite of the natural longing I feel to use the heirloom.
I have been brutally busy since getting back, on Uncle Horace's book,1 so that all my schemes of spiritual conquest are done up in moth-balls for the time being. . . . One o'clock midnight, and the morrow flames responsibility. Hire a typewriter— marry one if necessary — and we will annihilate space. I have a creature to tell you about — but a Creature!
W. V. M.
1 Some editorial work he had undertaken for Mr. Horace Scudder.ectual drudgery that is only one burden more, and adds the last note of poignancy to the tedium of the days. I have lately thought with envy amounting
